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Mr. Stockwell, tn, N HanrRY. 


Sir Harry Harlowe, a 
_ country Gentleman, * PArgoNs. 


Mr. Belford, (in love 
with Miſe Naney) } Mr. PACKER, 


"*Martia, (Belford's ſervant) Mr. Paths 
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Slip, Cn to N Mr. Varrs. | 
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ene, 

Mrs. Stockwell, * Mrs. Bu AHOHAw. 
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Mart. um OT us a dog of being 1 — 


ö „ning after other people s buſineſs and negle& © 
ing 8 OWN os this low life 1 is the devil! 4 Ven. 
a faſte of the gentleman, and ſhall never loſe it. Lis 
thy own fault, my little Martin. Thou wou'd'ft al-, 
ways. play ſmall games; when, had you but had the 
face to put yourſelf forward a little, ſome well Join 
tur d widow had taken you into her paſt-chariot, and 
made your fortune at once. A fellow of my wit and. 


ſpizit, ſnou d have broke twice, and ſet up 85 * : 


time. 
8 * <7 "Eater Slip p- 
Slip. Hey,! is not that, that raſcal, Mario, —_ 
Mart. Can that be my modeſt n. * 55 * 


lid. The ſame, faith! t 
Mart. Tis he, 4 live! 

Slip, M friend appily met... | 

Mart. 11 dear, I embrace TR the ſeeing 


yew among the beau-mode, I was affaid there had heen 
ode a ee between you and the * 
p. - 
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ek on NOTHING, 


nd more intelligence from haj! . 
Sh 79. Wel but, Mattin, What's thy hiſtory” 'fince 1 is 


Sus. F = dear, I have had a narrow eſcape 
fince be T e 5e vou. I had like to have been preferr'd in 
ſome of our — abroad — but I found there 
was no;doing the buſineſs; by e e 


Mart. Did not accept of the place; ha! . | 
What little miſchief had'ſt thou been at? / 


Slip. Why, I don't know meeting one night with 


a certain Portugueſe J ew-merchant in one of the 
back ſtreets here by the Exchange — (I was a little in 


liquor I believe piping hot from a turtle feaſt) it 
came into my giddy head to ſtop him out of mere cu- 
riofity to-aſk What news from Germany— nothing more 
— and the fellow, not underſtanding good Engliſh, 


_ wov'd-needs have it that Taſk'd him for e elſe” 


— He bawl'd out, up came the watch, down was I 


laid in the kennel, and then carried before a magiſtrate, 


— He clapp'd me on a ſtone doublet, 3 1 cond not 
get off my back for two months | 

Mart. Two months; ſay you? 

Slip. And there I might have rotted, i I had not had 
great friends; a certain lady of quality's woman's couſin | 
that was kept by Mr. Quitk, of Wees ies, . Jou, mah, , 


knbw, - was in love with. me, and he 


Marc.. Brought you in, Not. Guilty, I warranty-Ob! | 


"Ftp. This aff really gave me ſome ſerio! 

fieQions. 

"Mart. No Taube it. Seis you for 4 newe-wonger 
reign countries, 


faw thee ?-* 


"Mart. Um Ia novel only, Sit: why, I am aſham'd | 
to ſay it; I am but an honorary, raſcal, as well as your- 


felf. dea did try my luck indeed at Epſom, and New- 


market but the knowing, ones wete taken in, and. T 


was obliged to return to ſervice again. hut a maſter 
without money, implies a ſervant without wages z 1 am 
not in love with my condition, 1 promiſe you. 

Slip. I am with 'mine, I afſwe you : 1 am reti: d 


from the great world, that's my taſte now —— and 
live in the country, with one Mr. Harlowe— piping 
bor from his travels. — He's a charming young fellow { 


inking, | 
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t friends is a eat matter. 
ous re- | 
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Driakiog, DE and wenching, my boy . — a. - 
of univerſal knowledge, Then, I am. his privy coun» + | 
ſellor, and we always play the devil together. That | 
amuſes one, pour know, and keeps one out of mi- | 
chief. | 

Mart. Ves, pretty lambs! But what. makes you. 1 
London now ? whither are you 2 

$lis. To yonder great. houſe. 

Mart, What, Mr. Stockwelbs? . 

Slip. The fame, You e know his ener N 
engaged to my maſter. 

Mart. Miſs Stockwell, to your. maſter. 3 5 
Slip. 'Tis' not above ſix weeks ago, that my, maſter's 
father, Sit Harry Harlowe, was here, u A viſit to 

his old friend, and then the matter Wwas warmen 
em. quite a- la ode, I-afſure, you. „ 

Mart. How do you mean? | 

Slip. The old folk ſtruck the bargain, without the 5 
conſont of the, young, ones, or even their ſeeing on i 
another. 

* Tip top, I aſſure. you ; and. ey'ry. ching's,a- 
reed? 

Sp. Sign d and ſeal d by the two fathers ; the lady, . 
and her fortune both ready to be deliver d. Tweniy 
thouſand, you rogue! —ready. rhino down! and only, | 
wait for young maſter to write a receipt. ow 

Mart. n —— Then, my young maſter may 
een make a. leg to his fortune, and, jet, 5 a. 
ſomewhere. Ele: -; - 2 * 

Slip. Thy waſter! 
| Matto Ay. he's dying, fax l . 2 

that 9 all but inge, your maitgr =—— [going 7 13 

Slip. Oh |! there you're ſafe; enough, my maſter. will. 7 
never marry Miſs Stockwell: . happens, 40 be | 
ſmall rub in the wax. 

Mart, Mhat rub fo 

Slip. Only de, 6 n 

Mart. Hew:! | - 101 * a8: 

Slip. Why his father 5 marry U n 00 | 
it ſeems, and her: choſe to be married in. the Son. 

„ ee s all. The _ is, our young a 
* 3 2 
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matters with the young lady fo ill — or 
fo well — that upon his father's return there was 
hot conſulting among the relations ; and the lady being 
of a family, and having a ſmart, fighting fellow 
of a brother in the army—why, my maſter,” who hates 
quarrelling, ſpoke to the old gentleman, and the * 
huſh d up by a marriage, that's all. 

Mart. Um ! an entire new face of affairs!“ by 3 

Slip. My maſter's wedding-cloaths, and mine, are 
all order'd for the country, and I am to follow them, 
as ſoon as I have ſeen the family here, and redeem'd - 
my old maſter's promiſe,” that lies in pawn. © 

Mart. Old maſter's promiſe let me think— 15 

Slip. "Twas what brought me to town, or I had not 
ſhook my honeſt friend by the fiſt. — Martin, good 
morrow | — What, in the dumps ? —we ſhall meet 
again man. 

Mart. Let me alone have a thought hark 
you, my dear ; is thy maſter known to old Stockwell ? 

Slip. Never ſaw him in his life. 

Mart. That's brave, my boy! g 

[hits him a flap on the . » 

Art! thou / ſtill a cock of the game, Slip? and [ſhall 
we? No: 1 doubt Il doubt that damn'd Jew- 
merchant fticks in thy ſtomach, nd you are turn d 
dunghill, you dog \ 

_ Slip. Try me. A good ſailor won't die a arp death. 
at land for one hurricane. Speak out ! you 
wou d paſs your maſter upon the family for mine, and 
marry him to the lady? is not that the trick} 

Mart. That I have a trick worth two 6n't ; I 
know Miſs Nancy is a girl of taſte, boo rae nd 
tier felom in my eye for her. : 

* * who's 1 

yſelf, you 
yr That's 8 my bo al Car- bin on the back, 

Mart. Tm in love wit 


Slip. To the avs of twenty v thouſand pounds. — 


approve your 
Mart. I will take the name and ber- of your t 


Mart, TH 


Mart. Marry Miſs Stockwell. oo 
Slip. Agreed. | | Wy od 
Mart. Touch the twenty thouſand. ——_ 

Sh Un 1———Well, wal! 

Mart. And diſappear, rar of; matters come to an ec- 
clairciſſement. 

Slip. Um ! —— That article wants litl r | 
tion, my honeſt friend. | | 

Mart. How ſo? | 
Slip. You talk of diſa _ og wit the lady's 8 for- 
tune, and never mention Slip in the treaty 

Mart. Oh! we ſhall N iPod to be fare: 
Il have more honour to go without you. 

Slip. Well, on that condition, I am content to pla 
your back hand. — But hold, hold ! how wi 
you paſs yourſelf for my maſter, in a family where 

u are ſo well known? 

Mart. Hold your fool's tongue this is my firſt 
' viſit to em. I return'd but A y to my maſter. 

You muſt know, I aſk'd his leave to be abſent 
a week, and I made free with a month - twas a party 

a of pleaſure, ſo I made bold. During my abſence, he 
ſaw this lady, lik d her perſon——ador'd her fortune, 
and now, by my help, 82 to be i in einde of both 
in a few days. 

Slip. And you'll do the lady the baer wy her 
to a better match. 

Mart. She'll think fo, I believe. | 

Slip. Well faid, Conceit ! But what fort of 
pages are your father and mother-in-law 2... - 

Mart. I am told he i 15 a mere Citizen —-—- who think- 
ing himſelf very wiſe, is often outwitted ; and his lad 
has as much vanity in her way; will never be old, 
though turn'd of ſixty ; and as irreſolute and caprici- : 
ous as a girl of fifteen. _. | 

Ship. And Miſs, I fi „ ll. arbor ws. 
wants to be her own miſtreſs, and her huſband's 3 — 
ia the mean time is governed by her chambermaid, 
who will be too hard for us both, if we don't look about 

us. ; 
Mart. A fig for dangers! Iam 
"Slip, But harkee what 


S NECK ot NOTHING. 
*}gentleman's letter that I'm to deliver? "THis 1 knock 
us all up! | 

Mart. Write another. | 

Slip. That's eaſier ſaid than * — but Tu 
do my beſt, as you can't write. 

Mart. Do you ſee after my wedding - eloatha, that 
they do not ſet out for. the country. We {pry no 
time to loſe. | 

Sup. My maſter's will fit you to a hair. 

Mart. But ſtay, ftay, I muſt ſee wy maſter firſt. — 
If he ſhould appear and ſurpriſe us, we're in a ſine 

ickle, I muſt make him keep houſe for a few, days — 

| FU think of a lie as 1 go ——"Egad I have it already — | 
Tl to him, and meet you ; afterwards at the tavern, 
there, take a glaſs, caſt this coarſe _ ſkin, whip. on the 
gentleman, and ſhame the. Ws men of faſhion in the 
Eingdom. [Exit Martin. - 
"Sup. If impudence will do our. buſineſs, tis done, 
An ile r thouſand are our own. 

| [Exit Slip. 


| S c E N . an apartment in « Stockwell! 


houſe. 3 EE” 


| Enter 2 7 Naney and I N 2:6 
"Nancy. You know, Jenny, that Belford has got i into 

my heart, and if I couldat to marry. this man, Will 

be the death of me. ——Adviſc me then, and dont be 

ſo teizing. 

Fes. Lud? Wet advice can 1 give you? 1 have 

| but two in the world ; one is, to for % your lover, and 

other to diſcbey your 'father.——You'have-too much 

= - love to take the one, and I too much conſcience to 

t'other N we are juſt 1 we wee anten. 

Nancy. 't torment me, Jenny. 

| * „Why, 1 fancy, we might find « way to re- 

concite: four. ſove and my conſciente 

- Nang, N how 1 dear git [= 


| Jenny. Suppoſe we were to open the t 16 bot 
mama? f 
Nancy Nay, now your: jeſting i is cruel. — 
ed I never” was org in carneſt, madam —Sbe 
Kar. loves 


OT A FARCE „ 


loves flattery:dearly ; and ſhe loves her ; A dearly ; 
III warrant,- with a ſigh, and a tear, andia handkerchief, 


ſhe makes her-huſband break his word with. young Har- 
* in a quarter of an hour after his arrival. | 
8 unlikely, but i. | 

Le What at your ifs ? — no doubts, I hes where 
I am concern'd. | 

Nancy. But you know my poor mother is o unſerted. 
a creature. 

. Fenny. Why, that's true enough, the laſt ſpeaker-i is 
her oracle, ſo — no time to bring her over to- 
Hark Here ſhe comes — do you retire, till have pre- 
nn L [Exit Mifs Nancy. 

Enter Mrs. Stockwell, 

Jenny. Well, of all the women in London, ſure there 
never was ſuch a temper, as my lady's. 

Mrs: Steck. What can have ſet — , 
me? [ Afede. - 

Jenny. Such good 3 and good ſenſe together, 
ſeldom. meet — then ſuch a perpetual ſmile upon her fea- 
tures. Well, her's is a ſort of face, that can nevet grow 
old; what wou'd41. give for ſuch a laſting face as ſherhan, | 

Mrs. Stock. Hufley, IR youre a flatterer. 
| [Taps ber on the ſhoulder. 

"Jonny. Ah! —Madam, Jai it you? I vom you made 
me ſtart, Miſs Nancy and I had juſt been 4alking'of 
you, and we agreed you were. one of the beft of wo- 
men, the moſt reaſonable friend, the tendereſt mother, 
and the the the : 

Mrs. Stack: Nay, that's too much I have my ſail- 
ings, and my virtues too, Jenn r one thing indeed 1 
am very unlike other women; always hearken to reaſon. 4 

gow? That's what I ſaid, | madam—— 

ts. Stock, 1 eee nor fantaſtical, D 
Weicher 
Fe. No, beobet lady, the ſmalleſt twine may lead 
you. Miſs, ſays I, hear reaſon, like your mama z will ſo 
good a mother, do you think, force her . to 
marry againſt her inclinations ? | 

- ty Stock. I force my child's inclinations! — No, 1 
make the caſe my own. But tell me, (there's a good 
| gl). has my — an averſion to young W 

enny. 
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Jen. 1 don't ſay that, madam chat is av erſion 
—t0 be fure—but I believe ſhe bates him like the devil. . 

_ Mrs. Stock. Poor thing! poor thing !—and PI . 
her little heart is beating for another? 

Jenny. Oh, that's a certain. rule! — when a young 
woman hates her huſband, tis taken for 8 wa 
loves another man. For example, you yourtel 
have often told me, hated the: fight. of M Mr., Hari no 


when firſt he was propos'd for your huſband—Why ? * 


only becauſe you were in love, poor lady, with captain 
know who that was * at the r 
you know where... 

Mrs. Steck. Why will you name him, jenny? | 
er * eyes... 

Tomy, Tender lady N py 
rs. Stock. Why, a had that fine young crea=: 
ture ſurviv'd his wounds, I ſhould never have n 


Mr. Stockwell that 1 will ſay. 
Fenny. Then you know how to pity your W 
Her heart ſuffers now, what yn did—before ont 5 
ſi e, madam. Say 997 | boi 

Stock. {+ f and. * is it. , 
has found the way fo hee bn 1 

Jen. No other than the young enn that bas 
been fo conſtant at cards with you lateſr. 

Mrs. Steck. Who, Bel ford? 

Jen. The fame, and a fine ſpirited young "Ry 
it is. 

Enter Miſs Nancy.. 

Miſs Man. Pardon my folly, my . dear - 
madam, if I cannot conform in all: my ſentiments with , 
 your's, and my father's —— _ 

Mis. Stock. It will happen, child, ſometimes, that 
xa daughter's heart may not be 3 to comply ex- 
2 with the views and ſchemes of a parent — but then, 

a parent ſhoy'd act with tenderneſs My dear, I pity 
your diſtreſs: Belford has my * Laſſure you. 

Nancy. You are too good, madem !. 

Jenny. Your approbation is not enough; madam ; 
will you anſwer for maſter's too? (He's a ſtubborn bit 
of 2 you know) he will not always - heatken to 

trealon. 


Mrs. 


0 
9 


) b- 


Mrs. Steck,/But be ſhall; A fiubborn as he = 
"Pl ſoften him, + I'll take Belford under my protection 


Here comes my huſband I have taken my reſoluti- 
ons, and 21 how. ue A e 


ſently. | 
Enter Mr. Stockwell. 
My dear, you're. come in the very dan cs, 1 
have juit-chang'd my mind. 

Mr. Stock, You are always changing i it, I think. 

1 Sock. 1 always hearken to reaſon, Mr. Stock 

we 

WM. Stock: Well, and which way goes che wind ſet 
* NOW 

Mrs. Stock. Why, 1 have taken a e not to 
mar 2 my — — to young Harlowe, _ 
| r. Stock. Hey! that's chopping about, indeed 1 
Mrs. Stock. Nay, but my dear, hear me, and let us 
reaſon a little; here's a better offer _ en 
- has aſk'd her of me... 

Mr. Stock. Belford a better ? 
Mrs. Stock. Nay, but don't be obſtinate, child ! he 
is not indeed ſo rich as the other; but hat ure riches 

to content, Mr. Stockwell? 2 

Mr. Hroct. And what is content without riches 
Mrs. Stockwell ? 

Mrs. Stock, But he's a gentleman, my dear, and out 
of regard to his fantily, we may very wel excuſe his 
fortune. 

2 Well ſaid, e Aan this will do. {afide. 

r. Stock. Ha, ha, ha! that's becauſe you were a 

+ gentlewoman—but I, being a downri 1 cit, think — 
the reverſe ; and out of regard to his fortune, if he had 

one, might excuſe his family I have no great objec- 

tion to the man; but is not our word and honour en- 


ne another? 

Stock. Eh I that's rue indeed but — 

Mr, Stock. Has my old end, 1 Harty Har- 

on done any thing to 
Mes. Stock. I don't accuſe him, my 
Ae. dual. Or has his cee 
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of — n * 
„Never flinch, madam. | ien 
rs. Srock; Neven fear x. | le. 

v7 77 rr papa. 
Mrs. Stock. No, Mr. r- fe bas a 


7 1 
„Mr. SrockicSg e . Alas Steckwelibe'l 
de a greater novelty, and en her thenbenter/andtbe 
| longer for it. bt 
re Gel There Wee ceaforin chat, Jenny. 
Jenny. Is there, madam ? then I have not a bit a- 
e 142 
Nanq. But to marry without inclination, Sir ehigk 
dof that. 
Mrs. Stock. Anzothinkwof:ehas, Mir Steulewell. 
| Ms/»Stocks Lever thought: of it forimyſelf, nor — 
neither my dear; and deer n 
herſelf avjler than her parents, 
Mrs. Stock. Ay, why, e ere o uſer 


_ Jonny: 
< ſee there is; bt What el F 1: [afade. 
42 — adeodboad be ſuch an affront, as; never 
cou'd be forgiven. Conſider, dame, the inſtruments are 
„ ſigu d, preparation made, and the bridegroom expected 
every minute; n to be recall'd 17 920 
W A 
Mes Gel. Good lack a day anne -true ! 
Jenm. Well ſaid, weather-cock, about {abovit 
"we o ; this woman betrays che whole ſex — She 
eantradiQt-ber own huſband. erde 7 
1 Mrs. Sture Vou ate witnels, Jenny, I. did all d- 
1 
Den Tocbe ſure den ot bin der peur pe 
techn noble patroneſs, trulß  _ 
Mr. Stock. Hey! whom have ei- Hübe | 
| hang'& if this; eee — , 
1 we allihear. | KI 
Dauer Slip,-iw wybwrry. - Fron 
Ladies ande tlemen, I am 8 me 


8 1 — t a Hu, 
* W. * 8 , 6 


A F AR C E. 1 


pars my maſter's compliments to- your -2o and my 

2 lady, our beſt love and feryices to pretty Miſs, and 

madam, I'm your obedient Black-a-moar. +: [7s Jenny. 

Mr. Stack. Um! the. fellow has . 1 1 
n you, —— Well, Sicrab, where's your maſter ? 

Sp My ater: — - your ſon, is on his way 0 


l throw himſelf at the feet of this ' angelic creature 
> His impatience, madam, can equal nothing but your 
beauty. K 


Mr. Stack. Well, but where is he, where is he? | 
Slap. He's but juſt arriv'd from the country; he 
treads upon my heels, and I had only the ſtart of him 


. to tell you, that he will but Whip on clean linen, / and 
wait on hip in the ſnapping of a finger. | 
Mr. 4. O, fie upon him, what need all 15 ce 


| remon <0 us; why did not he come hither di- 
| rectly ? He knows he may make my houſe his'own; 7 
Slip. Oh, Sir, he deſigns it; but the firſt time 
pardon me, Sir — He knows the world better than to 
treat you ſo cavalierly as that No, no, he's not that 
man, I can aſſure you z though Tm his valet, yer Pd 
give the devil his due. 
Mrs. Stock. Is he fo extremely well bred Daogh- | 
ter, you'll be infinitely bappy. 
= Mr. Sock. Does not my old friend, Harlow, his 
father, come with him ? y 
Slip. Sir, I grieve to tell it you; ſuck was his vl 
ſign, but an unforeſeen accident has prevented him z 
which I aſſure you gives him great pain. r 
Mr. Stock. Ay ! what's the matter ? $3 | 
Hip. The gout, Sir, the gout! e 
Mrs. Seck. Poor gentleman!n! 2 6% 
Slip. He was ſeiz'd in his right foot the: evening . 
before we ſet out, but—1 have a [eiter from bim. 
[gives a letter” 
Mr. Stock, Tas on bis ſpetacles and read.]! * To 
« Do&tor, Doctor, Clackit, phyſician, near St, Sepul- 
“ chre's church.” 
3 Lud! lud ! that's not it, [takes out letters. I Let 
2 . 
5 B 1105 eee 


8 tor NOTHING, 
Mr. Stuck. St. Sepulchre's church ! — I find the doc- 
tor chuſes to live among his patients. 
Slip. Eh eh f that's fo good - you're a very wag, 
Sir !—He;' he, be ! — let me ſee—Oh, here's one like 
i%— To Mr. Stockwell; the fame. I am afraid you'll 
hardly be able to make it out—ſhall I read it to you ? 
Oh, this unlucky gout ! 
Mr. Stock. I ſee it has affected bis hands bo. 
Why, tis ſcarce legible; and ill ſpelt too. | 
Slip. The gout, Sir, may it never affect you, Sir, 
nor madam Stockwell, Miſs Nancy, that young woman 
there, nor any of the good company. 
Mr. Stock. [reads.} ** My much honour'd friend . 
4 ſew words ate beſt in my condition; this damn'd 
6. gout has laid hold upon me, and won't let me attend 
«+ apy ſon, ſor to be preſent at his matrimony” — For to 
be preſent at bis matrimony in — 1 think his and and 
ſtile too much alter'd. L | 
Slip. The gout, Sir. 
Mt. Stock. [reading.} © look upon this erage 
« of our families.” ConjunQure a very odd Phraſe! | 
Slip. The gout, dear Sir, the gout ! He 8 2 8 
another man in it. | 
MI. Steck.“ T look upon this conjuncture of out fa 
, milies, as the comfort of my age—The ſooner it is 
done the more comfort I ſhall have — I don't doubt 
but you'll like my ſon, whom IT have ſent with a 
« moſt-truſty and faithful ſervant, who deſerves your 
„ friendſhip and favour.” | 
Slip. O law, Sir ! —I am quite aſtam'd. [ 7! 
| Mr. Stock, “ 1 am, my dear brother, your's Ec. till 
„ death, Henry Harlowe.” 
J am very ſorry we can't have the old gentleman's 
company. — But who is this BY young fellow coming 
to'ards us ?—Can this be my ſon-in-law ? 
Sie. What the devil ſhou'd ail him ? Look at him, 
Miſs ; obſerve him, madam— ls not he a pretty fellow ? 
Mr. Stock. What is he doing? | 
4 Only paying his chaitman. — Generous 281 
prince. le Jenny. 
mY Mrs. Stock. Not ill made, indeed !-You'll only be 
— tos bapys child. 


N an. 


— 


Nancy. I wiſh I cou'd think ſo, e Fo ban 
Flip. Dreſs us but as well, and we'll, cut out our 


maſters, ten to one. All my fancy, 1. aſſure u, 


ladies. AI Lide. 

e . unn, as young Harlowe. 
Mart. Slip ! | 

Se. Your hour ! 


ther = 
Slip. The * Sir, in proprium deb ſotum. 

Mr. Steck. My deat ſon, welcome | L me em- 
brace vo. 


Mars You do me too much honour ; my 8 | 


abundant joy is too inexpreflible to expreſs the 
This I flatter myſelf [79 Mrs. Stockwell.]. is the brilliant 
beauty, deſtin'd to the arms of happy Mart . Har- 

| fowe Gad Ta ſike to have ee my own name. 
lese. 

"Nancy. "An impertinent, abſurd coxcomb ! [afide. 
Mr. Stock. Nay, nay, fon-in-Jaw, not ſo faſt —— 
that's my wife. Fere's my daughter Nang 1. 

' Marr. A” fine creature]! C ſalutes ber.] Madam, ! 
hays ſeen the world! and from all the world, here 
wor'd 1 chuſe a wife, and a miſtreſs a family of 
beauties ; Jet me die! 

Mrs. Seock.” Exceſſtyely 0 He has wit, 'Faf- 
firs you, daughter. 

Jenny. And taſte too, Wa 

Nancy. And impudence, Pm ſutre !? 


* 


* o » © & 
> 4 


< and a face, and an air, and a grace!“ Ha ha 
Juſt, juſt as our old gentleman told me. There y ou'll ſee 
madam Stockwell, lays he, the agreeable ſtill take 
care of your heart, boy; ſhe's a dangerous beauty, 
though her daughter may be by: 

Mrs. Stock. O ſie, fie, ſie! 5 A 

Mart. I but repeat my father's words, madam; con- 
firm'd'by my own obſervation. Ah boy, fays he, I wiſh 
with all my heart, that my dear end Mr Stockwell 

Vas ww,” go TOY her to-morrow. 


1 


Mart. Mir. n 1 1 ee my illuſtrious fa- 


Mart. 8 s Mrs. Stockwell. I be With a Aepe, 


0 B 2 * 1 Mr. 
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©" Mr. Stock. I'm meh oblig's-to him, faith! 
M. Stock. And ſo am 1, I am fure, Six. 
Mart. I but r = my father's words, Sir. 7 
Mrs. Stock. ſteem for your father, Sir, is mutu- 
a, and I am heartily 9 we cou'd not have the 
pleaſure of his company. 

Mert. Oh ! madam, he was daail'd mad, that he 
cou'd not be at the wedding. He had flatter d himſelf 
theſe two months with the opes of dancing a minuet - 

with Mrs. Stockwell. 

Slip. Two months. Whew! — aod dis but fix weeks 

| He has known her; he'll knock us all up if I don't inter- 
fere. —ſefide)—Sir, Sir Harry begs you'll haſten the 
ceremonials, that he may have the pleaſure of his daugh- 
ter'sco mpany as ſoon as poſſible, | 

Mr. Stock. Well, well, every thing is Ggn'd and ſeal'd; 

L nothing remains, that I know We but to finiſh the affair 
= at once, and pay you my daughtet's portion. 
= Mart. ©, pay vou my ; daughter's portion © oo—— 
that's all, Sir; come along, Sir, I wait on you to your 
cloſet. Slip, go with my civilities to the macquis of 
— {oloud.] go this moment, you dog, and ſegure us 
fans and 2. em be bridled and ſaddled, out ready 
at a miaute's warning, /. I—and don't fqrget my 
compliments to the marchioneſs. [aloud. 


Slip. I fly, Sir Ladies, your. moſt, edjent. 


exit Slip. 
Mart. Come along, , Sir, to your oleh... fe ag 
Mr. Stock. Stay, ſon, you ey returp © the old 
demin; ; | 
1 Mart. Oh, * we'll return Ky > him when the porti- 
_ ans paid. 
Mr. Scock. No, no; firſt ſatisfy my curiobity about 
this unlucky lau- ſuit of his. 
art. O lud! Slip not here now! Taſde. 
Mr. Stk, You ſeem di turb'd, Too-in-laws has any 
thang eee 
— Uh Eh pox. o che * Lade. 1 have ſuch 
a memory! — [puts bit band to his ferehead ] as much 
ſorgot to ſend Slip to the duke of ——— as if I had no 
manner of acquaintance with him. I'll "eG him back 


lip. f 
Mr. 


n 
Mr. Sar. He'll be Back r 4 


Si 
"Mat He ſhou'd have told me of this damn'd — 


fut. * Lt. 


Me. Stork. Has it been brought to a hearing! 
Mart. O, yes, Sir, and the affair | is quit over. 

Mr. | Stick. Ay, already F: a 
Mar. The wrong box, Pm aftaid4 who Leg. 
Mt. Stock. And J hope you have got your RA 

Mart. With coſts of ſuit, I aſſure you, Sir, 

"Mr. Stock. I am extremely glad of it. 
Mrs Stork. Thank heaven tis ſo welf over. 

Mart. Oh, the family had the law-ſuit ſo much at 

heart, the lawyers ſhou'd hive had every farthing we- 
were worth in the world, before we'd have been caſt. 

Mr. Sto. Um! that wou'd have been cartying it 

a little too far, but as it was, it coſt bim a pretty 


penny, ha? s 
Mart. That it did, Bir: but efticeaOh, juſtice, 


Sir, is 10 fine a ching, we cantot pay too deat for it. 


Mr. Stock. Veiy true; excluſive of the expenice,. che. 
has been a etvubleſotte: -affair to my friend. 
Mas t. You can have no idea of it, Sir ——eſpee ily 
with ſuch a tricking ſom of a-whore, as he bd to: do wich. 
Me. Stoctt. Son of. a hte 5 me, his anta- 
eon 6 p , > - 
Mart. 1 thought 1 was in the wrong 802 led * ot 
hdy eall'yort her f Yes, yes, a fine lady but ſhe had 
got an old pettiſogging « rafcal for her x (Cf and he 
ie was he that. was ſuch a plague to dur old g 


tleman Ot dainn this cauſe, Tet us call another 


ag for nothing now but flames, darts, daggers! : 
Cupids' and Venuffes, and mutt Stockwell, and: Miſ 
E N - [bowing to em, 
Mrs. Stock. The rink of com ee 1 
Nancy. The n a fool, and * die before II 


have him. [afide. 


Mr. Stock. Well ſaid, fo! n- Pts a ſpirited fellow, 

faith! Come, we'll in and ſee things ready. 
Mart. Shan't I wait upon you to * cloſet firſt, Sir? 
Mr. 
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Mr... Stack. As ſoon as the ceremony's over, fon, 
Come, Pl ſhew'you the way. | | — 56 
Mart. Eh! if I cou'd but have touch'd before-hand, 
Pd have wav'd the ceremony. [de. Madam, 

[.o Mrs. Stockwell.] may I hope for the honour. 
| * Lt, (ofering to lead her out, 
Mrs. Stock. Oh, Sweet Sir Daughter, you'll have 
a pretty fellow for your bulband. [ade to Nancy.] 
[exeunt. 


| Nancy. There's a lover for you, Jenny | | 
'Fenny. Not for me, 'madam, I aſſure you. What, 
ſnap at the old kite, when ſuch a tender chick is be- 
fore him! iy Farrar? ths | W 
Nancy. Not a civil word to his miſtceſs, but quit 
gallant to her mother. mr e * 
1 Jenny, As much as to ſay, A fig for you I'm in 
love with your fortune. | ad Shad 
' Naricy. A fig for him, a conceited puppy; I'm in 
love with Belford ; but hoy to get at him, Jenny? 
Jenny. Ah! poor bird, you're limed by the wing, 
and, ſtruggling will but make it worſe. $7 18 
Nancy. Not ſtruggle! Ruin is better than this cox- 
comb! Prithee, adwiſe mae. 
Jenn. Don't tempt, me. I pity you ſo, that I. 
cou'd give you a ſprightly piece of advice; and you are 
in ſo deſperate a way that I know you'd follow it. 
Nancy. Follow it! —— IH follow any advice, Jenny. 
|, Jenny. O, yes, to follow your own inclinat ons; that's 
a good young lady. Well, 1 am at preſent much 
given to miſchief.— 80, if you'll go into yo cham- 
der, lock the door, and let us lay our little heads toge- 
ther for half an hour, if we don't counterplot your wiſe 
papa, and his intended ſon · in- ar we deſerve never 
to be . married, or if we are, to be govern'd by our 


. 0 86 | [exeunt. 


* 


OR" „ 
N 70 
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01 


SCENE, « ball in Sogkmell's daf. 


ö Enter Belford. 

455 | * farpriz'd that Man has not . to 

tell me his ſucceſs with Jenny He advis'd 

me not to ſtir from home, and ſaid might be aſſut d 
every thing goes well, and [ ſhould here 


lay—— muſt be near the field of battle, let what 


- 
91. 
© \—= . 
= . Y . . - 
A 0 1 I. * 67 N 


rom him— 
But ſtill the impatience of my heart cannot bear this de- 


will be the conſequenee -l hope I ſhall get a fight 


of Martin, and not unluckily light on the old gentle- 
man; ſdeath ! he's here! — 0. no, 28 Jeuny. my 
heart een moutBh. | 


| Enter Jenny. 


Dear Jenny, where's your miſtreſ ? 
Jen. Winding herſelf up for your fake, and by 1 
advice, to a proper pitch of eee, l 
— but 

Bel. But what ? You heſitate, Jenoy, Mes IA 

Fenny. Concern'd ! why, we' re . undone, ** 8 all. 
Your rival is come to tom. : ct R 

Bel. How, 1. FSO $941 . 

Fe. And is this . mary: 3 

Bel. Not while I'm alive, I can tell him that. _, 
But, prithee, who is this happy rival of mine N 

Fenny. Tis one Mr. Harlowe. Ates 

Bel. Harlo we! P3378 7.90 

Fenn. A gentleman of Dorſeiſbire. HW e 

Bel. I know all of that country, and can alles 


: * 


he 

Fe. Ay, und he ig poar-rivel.. 8 
Bel. If 1 had no more to feat from your miſtreſs, 

chan from my rival, 9 


- 


= 
- 


no Harlowe, but the ſon of Sir * J ee and 


Jen. 


Aa 
% 
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enny. Oh, you are very clever now, an't you? 
What wou'd you be at now l 

Bel. The truth only the real « certain truth, 

| Penny. Ay, What's that? 

Bel. Why, that this Harlowe is the ſon of Sir Har- 
Ty Harlowe of Dorſetſhire, and my friend, my particu- 
lar friend. 

Jem. Yes, and ſo particular, that he will take 
your miſtreſs from you, 

Bel. He (half take my life firſt. 

a 995 'You faid chat before, have you nothing elle 
hs a 

Bt. T fay, that this Harlow e, my friend, was mar- 
ned laſt week in the country, that's al, © 

""Fenry. And that's enouph, if it is true, "but 1 bave 
a ſmall addition to your news. 

Bel. What's that? n | 

Jenny. That the aforeſaid John Hitlowe, = oor 
particular friend, and fon to Sir Harry Harlowe of Dor- 
ſerſhire, is now within, wang for my young lady's 
hand, that's all. 

Bel. Jenny. no jeſting, you diſtract me! 

© Fenny.*Tis but too true, he's this minute Fu in 
with'my maſter and miſtreſs, to ſettle preliminaries. 

Bel. Impoſſible ! he's my intimate acquaintance,'and 
writ to me, not rr as 1 e Ar. ht ge 
letter at my lodgings. 4 

Jenny. And what ſays he there? SUS 3; 

Bel. That he's rate married to a lad eee. 

Jenny. How can thisbe eee ol fach that 
letter, ws have no time to loſe. 

Bel. But what is Martin doing? © 
| Jenny. Martin, who's he 7 
F Bel. Martin, my ſervant, whom T ſent to uff 

Fenn. Why, fave love has turn'd your bmi, 

— have ſeen no Martin, not I. ; 

Bel. The raſcal hen is run away from ens n.— 
I have ſpoil'd him by my indulgence ——— 5 

for a 2 and returnd bur a mn ; thyo' 


| 
| 
. 
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Jeu. Tis the luxury of the times, Sir; — though 
we are poor we have good taſtes, and can be out of the 

way now and then, as well as our betters. | 

Bel. How this - villain has uſed me! But we muſt 
loſe no time; I'll fetch the letter, and be back in an 
inſtant ſexit. 
Jam. Let me ſee; can't I ſtrike ſome miſchiet out 
of this intelligence? I warrant me II can delay the 
marriage at ſeaſt Here s my waſter, Tl try m] 
{kill upon him If I don't quite bring him about, TI 
ſet his brains in ſuch a ferment, they ſhan't ſettle in 


haſte again. 
Enter Stockwell, 7 

Stack. I think I faw a glimpſe of young Belford, but | 
now——what buſineſs has he here? ; 

Jenny. Buſineſs enough, Sir; the beſt | friend; you 
have, that's all — He has been m— me a piece of 
news that will ſurprize y ou. 

Stock. Let's hear this piece of news. | 

Jenn. O' my word, a bold man, this Mr. Malone, | 
to take two wives at once, when moſt folk: we ſee have 
enough of one. 

Stack Two wives |: bleſs us, what do you a | 

Jen. Why, the poor mau mae 1 Sir, | 
char s all. 

Stock. Married!. - 119 

Jenny. Married, I "wi ta 4 a in x the coun- 
try, and very near marrying another in enn new 
faſhion, I ſuppoſe, | 

wy Posh, pooh, the thing's impoſſible ] tell you. 

1 That may be, but ſo it is. 7 has writ to 
Beſtord, who is his friends. | 
2 All romance and invention! 
„All truth, I fay, Belford is gone to fetch the 
| i, A he'll convince uu. 
Fit I will never be convinc'd 223 ; 
Fenn. Why nat. Sir ? — the young: fellows of this 
age are capable of any thing. 
Stock. Very true, Jenny, they are el "EE 
Jenny. And for aught we know, this Mr. Harlowe 
here may be one of thoſe gentlemeg that make no ſeru- 


ple of a plurality of wives, n u 
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lity of portions. -— But by your leave, good Sir, as this 


young lady, (ſhe in the country I mean) has the firft 


and beſt title, we muſt look a little about us for the 
fake of our young lady in town. :, | 

Stock. Very true. tis worth attending to. 

Jenny. Attending to! if Þ were you, Sir, before 
deliver*d up my daughter, I ſhould inſiſt upon the a 
fair's being clear'd up to my fatisfaQion. 

Stock. You're in the right, Jenny; ; here's his oY 
T'il found him about his maſter's marriage, and then— 
leave us together — Go — il make him ſpeak, I war- 


rant you. 
Jenny. If this marriage is but confirn''d, I ſhall leap 


out of my Kin. a Exit. 


3 Slip: 


ck; Mil Hip, come? thr — My" eld G Sie 


Harey has recommended you to me, pit I like your 


52 phyſiognomy — You have an honeſt face ; ; it pleaſes 


me much. 
Slip. Your hails ſervant, Sie— Thar” s your good- 
neſs,— but if I was no honeſter than my "oy! Sad 8 


mercy poor me 


Stock.) Well well — hark you me! this — of ©: 


f 


warrant him, ha? | 
Slip. That he is, I can tell you, Sir, 2 p 
low Po. woman can reſiſt him — I'll warrant this mar- 


yours is a lad of ſpitit a favourite of che No 
r 


_ nage in your family will ſet you the hearts of thirty fa- 
milies at caſe all round the county. 


Stack. Odd 1 —— à terrible man, I profeſs ade I 


don't wonder now that one wife can't ſerve him. 
Slip. Wite, Sir ! what wife, Sir? 1 


Stack. Vou ſee I know all, 7 friend ; ſoo you may. 


as well confeſs. a 1 
Slip. Confels! hey Sir? 2 1 
Stock. I know all the conſpiracy ; ; and will take care 


that you, raſcal, ſhall have your deſert as an accomplice.. - 


Slip. Accomplice | — Raſcal l and a ve rn 
et me die if Icomprehend a word you-ſay. 
Stock, But Il make you, - Villain. — 
clip. O very well, Sir —— ba! ha! bat 3 
teſt you half frightened me Very well, indeed! 
ha! ha! ha! Stock. 


fel- 


——— — TT  ”T_ 4 
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Stoch. Do you laugh at me, Sirrah? 2 

Slip. If I had not remembered to have heard my old 
maſter ſay, what a dry qoker you , 7 — | proteſt I 
ſhould have been taken OY ery ae. | 
ha] ha! ha! 

Stock. None of. your uffoon' iY, eh but ooufeſo 
+ the whole affair this minute, or be lent to Newgate the 
next. 

Slip. Newgate ! ſure, Sir, that. would be carrying the” 
joke too far. | 

Stock. You won't confefas! then— Who waits thre? 
Send, for a conſtable this moment 

Slip Nay, good Sir, no noiſe, ! beſeech you. Though 
I am innocent as the child unborn, yet that ſevere 
tone of voice is apt to diſconcert one. What was it 
your honour was pleaſed to hint about my maſter's be- 
ing owes Who could poſſibly invent ſuch a kb as 
that | 
Stock. No fib, Sirrah ! he wrote it hiniſelf to a Glen 
of his at London — to Belford.-. -- 

Slip. Oh, oh! —your humble ſervant, Mr. Belford ! 


4 fine ſetch, i'taith ! nay, I can't blame the man nei- 


ther, ha, 2 Pray, Sir, is not this ſame Mr. Bel ford 
in love with your daughter ? 

Stock. Suppole he is, puppy ; and what then ? 

Slip. Why then, Jenny is his friend, and at the bot- 
tom of all his tetches ; III lay ink: that ſhe is author 
of this whopper. 

Stock. Um! 

Sp. Our arrival put em to help umpe and 
then Slap, my poor maſter muſt be married.; and 
Belford muſt ſhew a forg'd letter, forſooth, under his 
own hand to prove ——— any, and, you underſtand 
me, Sir 

Stec Why this has a _ 
Ship. A tace! ay, like a full moon: and-while you re 
upon © ſalſe ſcent after this ſtory, Jenny will gain time 
to work upon your daughter I heard her ſay myſelf 
that ſhe could lead you by the noſe. 5 

Stock. Oh, ſhe could, could ſhe ? Well, well, we'll ; 
ſee. . — 

Slip. By the bye, Sir, where did you meet with this 
Mrs. Jeanny? a yo Stock. 


„„ 
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Stach. How ſhould 1 know? I believe my wife 
hired her half a year ago out of the country She 
had a good character; and is "wy notable ; but pert, 


very pert. 
— Out of the 


Slip. Ves, yes, ſhe is notable 


country” and a good chaten ! well Ta, Mrs. Jenny! 


| [half fete. 
Stock. What s the ee Slip ? You have oe oF 


ang mw head, I'm ſure.— 


Slip nothing at all but the luck of ſome 
people! — out of the country ! | 

Stock, You muſt tell me——1 ſhar't think you mean 
me well, if you conceal any thing from me. | 

Slip. Why, among ourſelves, Sir —— I knew Mrs. 


Jenny the laſt year very well born and bred in 


Covent Garden Some time ago bar-maid to a Jelly- 
houſe, and two children, (very fine ones indeed) by 
little Tom the waiter. I knew when I ſaw her here 
that we ſhould have ſome | 
Mrs. jen ny, indeed ! But ming the cunning of this 
fellow, this Belford——be fays he's the moſt intiniate 
friend your maſter has. 

Slip. Ay, Sir! ha! ha! ha! and 1 geh apy 


maſter would not know him if he met him how- 


ever, that's well obfery'd, Sir Um! nothing ſcapes 
you. | 
>. "Stock, Why, I am ſeldom out, baden 1 
Slip. Never. 
Stock. I don't ſay deren t here 5 your WY 
I muſt have a laugh with him about this marriage ; 


hal ha l ha! 


Slip. — rare ſport for him ; he, ke, he! 
Enter Martin. 2 

Stocl. I ſon-in-law ! do you hear «hs theworld 
ſay of ou? ——1 have had intelligence here, (ay, and 
certain intelligence too) that you are married, it ſeems 
—pirivately mar ied to a young lady of Dorſetſbire. 
What ſay you, Sir? Is not this fine ] ha, ha, 


he! 
Sn. Very merry, faith! [laughing and making figns 


te Martin.] GY 
f, 
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Mart. Ha, ha, ha! — tis ſuch . by 
you have bend do — — This Mr. World is a facetious 
ftleman. © 

Stock. Another man now would kive given plump 
-mto this fooliſh ſtory, but 1 No, no, N n | 
ble ſervant for that. | 

Ship, No, plague ME” Stockwell has a long head f 

—— - ©. [Pointing till, 

+ Mare: I would fain know who could be the author 
of ſuch a ridiculous ſtory. 

Slip. Mr. Stockwell tells me, 'tis one Belford, 1 

a he calls him ; is not that his name, Sit? 
. Arb. Belford Belford 1 1 never heard of his name 
lite. | 

en wo As I faid, Sir; you- ſee maſtet bod nothing 
of the fellow. Stay, ſtay, is it not the A 
| that. you know whom l mean z that, that 

Mart. Rot me, i! 1 do! 83 
-. Stig. He that=—you muſt know tas is 
r val! here, as the report goes. © 
urs. O, ay! now I — Dp" hy fate 
token, they 57 he had but little; and od much. 
That this match was to wipe off old cores, and chat 
- his creditors had ſtopp'd proceedings till he's married. 
; + Stock, Ay ! ay ! there ler em ſtop. Ha, ha, ha! 
| Theylll be tired-of Ropping, 1 believe, if they are to 

ſtop till he has married my daughter, ha, ha, ha. 

0 He's ne fool ler me tell you; his Me," Belford. 
Stock No; nor Mr. Stockwell neither and to 
ä convinee them of that, Twill \ $0 en. a: 4 
banker 8, and 
Mart. Sir,. I' wait 1 you. 


- Stecki Stay, ſon-in-law; 1 dire? reps 110 . 
2 own, 1 An with 1 old ft 


5 


10,000 1.5 down. won $1793 28 Uu. 
Mart. Ay, dro, was the word, Sie—it of 
or Sund . fr 


% Stork. Now, f l yon aint 41 . 
Houſes,” that I have in the Borough, inſtead of half 
that ſum — They ace worth a great Yea tors chan 
OI - 19-4647 Yr ee 

S Mart, 


* = 
—_— 
- — * 


E 


* 
+ 


26 _ NECK & NOTHING, 
Murt. O dear Sir, — your ward js not to he dif- 
puted.: II. take any 9 Yn * friends, 


ready money is the truth know, 
Sir; that was the word, dun. 1 : * 
. Vip. Specious, your honour knows, isof eafier con- 
W * 18111 1 Wer 5! 29”. 


be Ar 2 ſure, ihare ces bu 0 bade vive 
Mart. oe one can t put ouſes in one's port 
| | "fide, there is a wy eſtate to be ſold-i in; Dorſeiſhire, 
| mens my father's, and I have my eye upon that. | 
= Slip. A pretty - a condition d thigg, as any in the 
| Sun try, and. then ſo contagious, that. ene 
rts em. {il att, 
| Mart. I may; have it for g000/. and I'm t 'tis 
| Worth ten at leaſt. n 18 Ma 
e. The leaſt penny, Sirz———the timbers worth 
half the money. 
i Stock. Well, well—Look you, ſan ; I have « round 
10,000 l. now in my-banker's bands, which: It 
to have matle immediate walrentege of. een 
have a/mpiety,of it. V do 
ant. Sir, I am infinitely. obliged, 10 you. eee 
being to your banker's now, Sir P i} NY | 
Stoch. I will but ſtep and let my wife knowl of. i ; 
dec the 'caſh r ; wad you ſhall mon an en 


| 
{ 
anl. Ae, ſuppoſe we invite Mc, 9 to the | 
< 


ter in an hour. | , 111 dot 
wedding. 2 ha; ha, ha! 2nd „ 4 Noe 
deyil +1mp mal- 


2 Ha 1; ha hg ! What 4 droll 


© —L—k— — L YT 8: 12 £0 


Stock. Ha ! ha 1 b. „ Lei Stockwell. oy 
Mart. er tide, n has 4 
54 1 


E certainiy had an interyiew: with, Miſs Nancy Stockwell. 
== 'Shp. "And as certainly knows dee 008.04 
ae They eorreſpand, von ee. 
. Sl. — thanks to my wit, I have ſo ſet the b . 
againſt, Bel ford, that 1 am in hopes we; fall pack, up 
N. * in rhe portmanteau befor hes ſet o 
Rr \ {Martin goings flops. 5 
Mart. Zounds !* my maſter ! a 0% 2WHP$ 5; (4 | 
' Fan, 2 5 5 N Slip. 


Me 


Ks 


3s Jip. Where pot 's | 
Mart. Don't ygu pron ner? 
Clip. why is . nalyghy- fler 851 Fl vm me 


of ua??? 

* Face Belford. 

1% Tho F A ito. e e 
Mor —— 75 if — — om.ruin, k. 

e happy; ut +; E — r e | 
ſequences. Hs 1 whats chi — 5 ef” *. 
„3 

in. „tis, e 0 1 C - 
What do hes wr | ils f * 5 Ss 
Vel Nef. beg ats 20h, doing here, and; what haye* 

75 done here What gloaths oP r 
hat's your ſcheme? and why have I not known. i 
Mart; Not ſo faſt and ſo. «Pg good maſter R's 
ls have ears. Theſe are. your rival's af que 
who is to follow them in a few days,: but his ſervant 
borne, is an old or of mige, 2% ſo ag. 90 fit: me 
well. - hes Wee DNA: | . 
for the young fellow hicſelf. ee 3 1 
el, Well, and N « af ET dA 
Aaxt, Ayery-yood gok e der-. 
take to put theſe two old: ( your papa 150 0 19 
that ſhall be), ſo out of ions (yo their ſon-ingl a, 
that———why, already I have heard, 1 5 old folks. 
agreeing. that yay. were much the properer. match. for 
their daughter ; ſo that I expect every moment. they'll, 
ſend for you to deliver them from me... and nothing 
can prev ent qut ſaccels, hut your, being 
Bel. Ha, ha, ha! a very good, Riratagem.: bur 


tliere is n need of it now ;ormemarr— ſot this rival, : ag vou 
call him, is my particular friend, and married to ano- 


tber woman: mmm io 1 fell you we rait 


to fear. 


art, But I tell you,, you will knock wa aj to ee 


Ahe fineſt plot that ever was laid, mi 
ſpoil it in the hatching. +. ing etl 


Bel. But what accafion is; ther re EL 620 
een | CLAN AH 
| * 


e * 
eln . N et +44 SC! ” 
- > s 7 , 4 


1 
4 „ 


. 
* 
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Mart. Speak lower ! You think yourſelf mighty wiſe 
now ; but here's Harlowe's polar here 1 ee 


in the palm, will tell you anather ſtor © © 


Bel. Why, here's « letter under bis own band. io | 


Read it, - 
© , Martin. [Reading] Um. —-um 5 Socks days! 
ivarely marrie Slip. 2 10 Slip“ 
"ths his is — clear d up, ber There was cn 


| ed by my youn z but muſt - 

kt = Loc Kon — that A Frm, not approving. 

of the terms, has tipped the young woman's ee” a 
round ſum, and ſo the affair is made up. 

Bel. Can it be poſſible that he is not married? 
agen. Tt take my oath of it before my age. io 
art. Pool! inariied ;! what? bis bid bodts ! KRK - 6 
Bel. Well, Fil decamp then: but 0 * 


not Jenny in your plot ? 


"Mart. She! no, no; ſhe is not wide madd com! 


I bon found out that——Tooth and nail againſt us. 


| Bel. Good heav'ns ! how have T'been deceiy'd't 
Mart. Lou have indeed maſter, : but we have 8 


tue for refle&ions. a Tf Jenny ſhould fee you, We are 


undone. # 110 Of * 462 
"Bel. Well, well, I go xu wake both your for- 
tunes if you fucceed. 

Mart. Succeed ! nothing c; o_ An us. but your 
being ſeen. | 

"Bet: In away then, Foro | ik 

Mart. And come not near this houſe to hey! 117 vn 


Bel.” Wen; dur my dear lads, take'care „ 


| da, I muſt decamp. 


th "That's all you have to do — put yoyr fortune | 


into our hands; 
Mart And In wartant, we . a fate account | 
of it e 
Bel. Think how my tnppineſs— 4 4c: 4. re 
* Mart. Prithee, no more. — 4 9 * ; 
wer * on you 
t. Begone, 1 Ae vp abs capde | 
E At laſt he's gone! [kes Bellord. 
| | Mart. 


— 
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Mart. — have time to e for : 
chin was a hot alarm, faith! 9 

Slip. 1 was only afraid the oid gentleman, or Jenny 
would have ſurpriſed us together. 

Mart. That would have a dincher : büt now 1 
muſt after the old gentleman for the money. Exit. 
_ hp. And In be 1 * W ſor fear of e | 
—_— 0. Exit. 


7. 


SCEN Ex an apartment in  Srogkwells baſe: | 


Enter Stockwell and Je » 2990 
„Still I ſay, Sir MF. 7 3 
IF + And ili 1 fay, I ep 6: 92 
Fenxy. That Mr. Belford's a very honeſt prntlwgh, 
and you ought to ſearch it. 
Stock. 1 tell you, I have ſearch'd, ad prob'd it to 
the quick — and that he ſhafl feel. I know Well 
enough you are in his intereſt, and have your e 
1 _— doing and I'm ſorry you could Bud no | 
to defer the wedding. N 
* my Lud, Sir, do you believe) 13h 
"HOWE No but Tn fare on't —<thar's better 
enny. Lud —Vou'd make one md. 
 - "Stock. And you'd make me a fool if you cou'd; no, 
no; I'm an aſs, a poor ſimpleton, that may be led by 
che noſe ; — but you may tell my daughter; that ſhe 
ſhall marry Harlowe this night. — And you may tell 
your friend Betford, to let his creditors, know that r 
need not ſtop proceedings. And you, madam, m 
return to your Jelly-ſhop, and give my compliments' 1 
little Tom, and all the little family, ha, ha, ha! 


22477 19 
_v - . - 


Ex. 

\ Feats What does he mein by his Nh og. 0 
T0 al the little family — There's ſomething at 
the bottom of chis, I cannot yet fathom: but 1 Will 
fathom it. Lneber Was cut of à ſecret yet, that I | 
a mind”tofind' out; apc that's all that have come a 
croſs me, Land my pride won t let me be long 1 
of this. I wil go dire&ly to Mr, Belford's, where 
well luy our heads together, and. beger ſuch a Bore | 

C3 


1 1 8 valon | 2 411. . : 3 Ny WP 2 r 
- - L 1 

"©. * _ 

wx" 
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f bee that ſhall be bard for the devil bimſelf, 
if he has the OUS to * 2 with me. 


vel 10. elt [Exil. 
SCENE, dhe ire WfrStociomelt bouſe. 
5m 30 | Stocks tockwell, Martin, Sie. N Fe why 


reel. Come, ſon-in-law, we'll go to my banker's 
! ſee how our 8 N and ſettle matters as well 
ape can | 

Mart, Pl Re you, Sir, "with pleaſure 3 
or notes — the ſame to We. 

Stock. I wiſh you'd take the bhouſes, ſon-in-law, 
twould be more canvenient for * aud A Fester ad- 
nee 0 lers 214 "14 | 

Mart. | nei "of ab born to take any 
advantage of you —I hate mean views. defice no- 
thing. better than my bargais. The money and your 

ughter's charms, ate ſufficient for your ge. n 

(ervants YI) 11: 2.5 
' - Stock, Well, well, come Wen wwe don't quite . 
derſtand one anotber. 117 | 

Mart. But we.do.— (to Slip.) the ande eur bun; get 
da ry thing ready to make our retreat good. | 

Slip. Ax, ay, get you the meg I 0 f 
with the equipage. Exit. handy 
Nur e, eur arms ay with fuceeſs been ertaon'd 5 ; 


A he. only, one doubt remaining, and eſt about this 
don'tareliſh this dividing the Booty. 
e Martin 1 de d eſetye to be 


4 N 5 could I but cheat that rogue of rogues 
*muſt een throw the young lady in his way, and 


8 him, for ont better ſecurity, 9 5 the night 
ith her : fo leave him with tbe hell, 
th ; the Kernel. A temp baitſf 

7 Satin! . Tis a agaic Lach 7 
e 


adventuter have ten times the hangur of. your 
fair N 0 and flaps.) Why what! —S Sure it 


can't be? ——Zounds,, if oy 1 2 — R. is the very 
man Our ſittle, old, wither d, fiery, gentleman, by 
all thats tercible ! from what a fine dream will this 
gouty ſpitfire awake us — * going to Mr. 


viockwell's 


oO AF4 BCE; 7, ' 

Hock wells, 5 hi gungowder, will blow upall at once! : 

It Martin and Mr. Stockwell don't return too ſaog. from, © 
the, banker's, I may ſend him N en wan 


ee e 1 40 
and of a Her, f N 2 137! 4 


5 Sir Har, „„ ſrieod Stack 
receive, me after, th giſapppin tent. 
„is. Stay till you.ſee Mr. Stockwell, any aid faend. 
[afde )-Bleb are, whns do.h\ſee-1{ Sit Harry is it. yo 2. 
Indeed your honour ?, —— Your, v wh: humble ſervant. 
Sit Har, I don't know: * 2 keep your diſ- 
tance. his hands en FR | 
Sie. Dot you know 2 wor r 
Sir Har. It cannot be Slip, ſure ! Is this ae foals 
oat 14 ſon) ordered you, for bis wedding 1 
Slip. Yes, Sir 3 and a geateel thing fe is wppn me. 
What, you had a wind to ſurprize e — 
Who thought of you at London, Sit 
Sir Har. 1 ſet out ſoon, after you, game a8 I was. — 
1 bechqughe We, it look d better ta ſettle matters of ſuch 
conſequence with Mr. Fiockwell, viva voce, than to 
truſt it to a ſerwant. niiqro og bib 24 Mito; 
de Von were always, a nice obſerver gf, deforurms: 
ou ate going now, to Mr. „Stockwell's ? Nas | 
Sir Har. Directly (g to knack.) «1. ö 
Slip, Hold yous, deſperate, hand i and ans for ; 
\ that brought me hither fat your x zelcue. .,. 0 n 
Sir Har. Mhy, whats the, matter: 2, /Re{ eſcue we, 
quath-a . Have:you ſeen"em, Slip :: 
Hie. Seen em I ay, and felt en 209... am juſt 
eſcap'd. A The, old lady 48; in ee eee 
Jou, I can tell you. 19s 1 Hy 0 
Ul 8i. Har. With me l. 25:4 160. 31s 
Slips Ay, that the. is. How, lay he, dpes the old 
foo | think to fob us off with-a flam, and a thaw offs - 
dirty callap d Maſt, my daughter's reputation — and 
then ſhe bridſed and ſtallid ap ta me chus, Six: 


Sir Har. How. 1—— but there's! ng — 9 fly 
woman: hom can this affect her daughter's character? 
= Clip. That's What 1 ſaid, Madam, ſays 1— 
but you can't expect a woman in a fury to 2 tea- 

8 — 


3 NECE on NOTHING, 
ſon :; —— s almoſt as much as they gan do when 
they are cool. No, no; as for her argument, it was fad. 
! Will the world, ſays ſhe, believe ſuch a — no, 
no, ; they'll think the old hunks has found ſome flaw in 
our circumſtances, and fo won't ſtand to his bargain. = 

Sir Har. Poh! Nothing diſguiſes a woman like paſ- 
ſon Thou it may become a man ſometimes. — 

- Slip. Lud, Sir; you wou'd not know her again het 

es ſtare in her head, and the can't fee a creature... 

a fudden, (for I puſh'd the argument pretty home) 
ſhe caught hold of my throat, thus, Sir; and knock d 
me down with the butt end of her fan. 

Sir Har. Did the? But what did der kuſ- 
band ſay to this? Let us here that. 9 1¹ 
_ Slip. Oh, Sir ; 1 found him pretty (realdilabte; 3 
He only ſhew'd me the door, and kick'd me down ftairs. 

Sir Har. If he's for that work, we can kick too. | 

Sli. Dear Sir, conſider your gout o SITE 

Sir Har. No, Sir; when my blood i is up, I never 
feel the yout. — But could they poſſibſy take it 
amiſs, that I conſented to my ſon's 1 — -1 | 
doubt you qid not explain circumſtances. 

St.” 1 told em plain enough, 1 thought, that's 1 
young maſter, having begun the ceremony g th 'wr 
end, the family were going ding-dong to la ha 

+2 


| 
| 
| 


chat yon had bebav'd like a man o honour, and=y 
| * "wiſely, compounded matters. 

Sir Har. And did not this convince / 'em ? e 

Stip I ſay convinee ! — They're in 4 8 
per to be convinc'd:; If you'd take 2 foo s counſel, 
ou! ſhould return to your inn, and never think of cons 
vincing them. 

Sir Har. They are for kicking, are they p I could 
have kick'd pretty well my ſelf once. 2 ſhall ſee 
WER they. would - by MATES ohh 

going, it flep*d by Sli 
. Thileed; Sir 1 ſhall 1 25 e 
* wt ſeratch'd by an old woman, or be run thro' 
the body with" a ruſty ' ſword ? Indeed you ſhall not. 
Sir Har, W to draw his . 


WY hare 
* 
k a6 - 
- 5 * E 
. ” 
% 
. 


A FNR 7, of 
hats brd thar run thro' bodies, ene | 
ay, and piſtols too. — If he will quarrel, I'm 
man. Steel or lead, tis all one to me. 
Er old 1 ! ITI cool hun ; mane me own 4 
I'S, wr en rr —— 
it = me he kick'd down ſtairs, —not you, | 
ve Har. - > the ſame thing, Sir; — Whoever 
$ icks me by proxy—nay worſe; you 
have 1 the kicks, but 1 ba "© the 1 | 
Slip. If the kicks are the beſt, I ſhall be content with 
the worſt another time. Undone, undone I This 
way, this way, | Sir, ——-Let us go this n — 
there will certainly be bloodſhed. 
Sir Har. What is the matter, you fool ?. What are 
you afraid of? 
Slip. Don't you ſee Mr. Stockwell coming this way? 
Bleſa me, how he ſtares! he's mad with paſſion. — 
Don't meet him, Sir Harry, You are out of wind, 
and have not hows a great while, and he'll certainly 
Sir Har. I * '* avoid him. ——— N ) blood up. 
as well as his; —if the fool will be for 4 ghting—— 
let him take what follows.——Hold my cane, Slip. 
Slip. Ay, tis all over. If Matin has but got 


the money, we may tetire while the champions are 


at it. 

Euter old Stockwell 5 Martin. 

Stockwell with a bag, and notes in bis band. 

Stcck We. will count our money and bills over. a- 
gain, ſign the writings ; and then, ſon, for ſinging 

and dancing, and 

Mart, Dan't give ae that trouble, Mr, Stock- 
Well; among friends, you know-—pray, let me 
| eaſe you of that weight. (offers to take the money.) 
| Stock, No, no, ſon; you than't have a farthing more 

or leſs than your bargain. — citizens ate exact, 
and muſt have our way, in 

$kp. Zounds I he has not got the money — 
myſt have a ſcramble for it at laſt then. rags 


4 


1 
* 


is ſomebody very- like ah old friend 5 og ſaiher, 


the pobchaiſe 


nick tos f Secure 'em, " conſtables. 


110 
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Sir Hr. Now he eyes me l- I'll be 48 gets as he; 
fer it — hem, hem! "ruſt up.) 
(Daring this Martin "and Sip make Jets Er 


: 2 - each other by degrees.) 8 
Stock. Eh 1! ſure, if my eyes don't deceive me, there 


W 71 


Sir Harlowe 1: LM 
Sup. Dammably like indeed. Sie! oh Mae By 
Sir-Har. He looks lite the devil at me er Vil be 

even with him. | 
Stock.” What, my hed friend, is ir vou? 

Sir Har. None of your hypocritical palayers wich” 


me. — Keep your diftafige,” you diſſembling old 
fool you, or III teach ou better angers, than 10 Kick , 


my ſervant dowh ſtaits. 


ob * 
2 * e N, Harey de 3 ky 


{They fland and fare it each othir, and Sir Harty 2 
ſhakes bis pier; bi ; 
Murr. Nothing can fave us now, Slip: Face e 4 


Ship. Trip u Shi heels, and fly ith the money to 
? white I "tread upon *t my old pr 

tors, that he mayn't follow us. 
Mart. We have nothing” _ for it. Eke 

Otoct. Nay, but Sit Harry : vhs 0 
Artbey AHA the old ge Ka Belfordd comes I Be- 

| bind with canflables, and 12 them] * 
Bel. Haye 1 caught you, raſcals! . in the very 


Stoch. What, in the name ot: wonder, are you. 
about? 'K 

Bel. I haye a FROTY fect in this for 1 have” 
not only diſcovered two Villains, but at the very time 
80 their villainy wis taking effect, to make” you. miſe-" 
rable.. : 

Sit Har, Two villains! Mr: Stockwell, do e 
hear this? Explain yourſelf,” Sit, or blood and b 


ſtone | 
* Stock: Explain, Me. *Belford : ed 5H & Harry 11. 
lowe ! What is all l am all 9 


: 


Bib; 


PFYy v0 


1 


f 
1 


n Scl. O, Air. Stockwelb!! here! are fne doings 


* * 


t 


vant, Sir II have net the honaur to be known to 


you, but am a particular aequaintance of your ſon's; 


who has been miſrepreſented here, by that gen- 


tleman, once a raſcal of mine. 


Sir Har. Im in a wood, and don'e know how 10 get 5 


out of it! * Vf wed 137,326 9 
Stork. 10 nt chit 0 Sie-Harry? MTs fits 


Sir Har, No, you paſſionate old bol; but this is 4 


ay ſervant, and my ſon's 
| you have been kicking down ſtairs! | 1 


pimp, Whom 1 r 


. Stoagh Here's a ſine heaprof fbak 5: 

„Bel, It — 5 Waise eeen 
* of Mrs. Je 
theſe wretches had accompliſh'd their deg .. 
Slocl. What a:baintbreadth ſcane habe A had? as 


the poet ſays, the very brink of deſtruction | for ſhould 
have given him the caſh in five ininutes. Em in 


a cold ſweat at the thoughts of it. Dear Mr. Betford? 
ade bar gm 20od 2229. 301 aten hint d thr band. 
Enter Mre. Stockwell, Miſs, and Jenny on (1 


1 forward. Did not 1. -en, wand for 
rm ye? ford from the beginning? e hav: 

Stack. Don't trouble: us now, wife; you have- been 
ſoriand- againſt an twenty times in four. nl ee 


$. Asi 05 % » (i [ iQ <2 7: : 1 


Jen. (to Martin and Nip.) Your nn 
- tlemen ! What, dumb and aſham'd too the next - 


ſcheme you go about, take care that there is not ſuch 
a girl as I within twenty miles of you. 
Mart. 1 wiſh we were 85 miles from you, with 


all my ſoul. 
'- Slip. An you don't like our company, Madam, well 


retire, (going a 
Biel, Hold em faſt, conſtables : — They muſt give 
ſome account of themſelves at the Old Bailey, and then 
perhaps they may refire to dur fMantations. 

Sir Har. But what have they done? or what will 


you do? or hat am J todo T all in the dark — 
Stock. . 


pitch-dark. — 


: 
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Bel. Is this Six Harty? I am your kindle ſer- 


— 


uny, to difcover the whole) dee | 


Stock. Is your ſon married, Sir Harry ? 
Sir Har. Yes, a fortnight ago : — and this fellow 
kick'd down ſtairs, was ſent with my excuſes. 
Stock. I kick'd him down ftairs ! — Lou villain 
2.— | 
| 7 Bol Don't diſturb yourſelf with what is paſt, but 
rejoice at your deliverance. ——— If you and Sir Harry 
will permit me to attend you within, I will acquaint you 
with the whole buſineſs. b 
Sir Har. I ſee the whole buſineſs now, Sir. We 
have been their fools. | 
Stock. And they are our knaves; and ſhall ſuffer as 
ſuch — Thanks to Mr. Belford bere—— My good an- 
gel, that has ſav'd my 10,000 |. | I 
Sir Har. He has ſavd your family, Mr. Stockwell. 
Bel, Cou'd you but think, Sir, my good ſervices to 
family, nught intitle me to be one of it. ——/ 
Miſs Nancy. You'd make your daughter happy, by 
giving her to your beſt friend. 5h i 
Mrs. Sock. My dear; for once hear me and reaſon, 
and make 'em both happy. kts TY 
- Stock. Yow ſhall be happy, Belford Take my 
daughter's: hand. —— You have her heart. You have 
deſerved her fortune, and ſha'l have that too.. 
Come, let us go in and examine theſe culprits. —— _ 
Sit Har. Right, Mr. Stockwell. Tis a good thing 
to puniſh villainy 3 but 'tis a better to make virtue 
| happy :— and ſo lełs about it. 


— * 
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